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First from his den rolls forth that load
Of spite and hate, the specld'd toad,                     10

And from his chaps a foam doth spawn,
Such as the loathed three heads yawn;
Defies his foe, with a fell spit,
To wade through death to meet with it;
Then in his self the limbeck turns,                        15

And his elixir'd poison urns.
Arachne, once the fear o' th' maid
Celestial, thus unto her pray'd:
"Heaven's blue-ey'd daughter, thine own mother!
The python-killing Sun 's thy brother;                 20

0 thou from gods that didst descend,
With a poor virgin to contend,
Shall seed of Earth and Hell e'er be
A rival in thy victory?"

Pallas assents: for now long time                         25

And pity had clean rins'd her crime;
When straight she doth with active fire
Her many-legged foe inspire.
Have you not seen a carrack lie
A great cathedral in the sea,                                30

Under whose Babylonian walls
A small thin frigate-almshouse stalls ?
So in his slime the toad doth float,
And th} spider by but seems his boat.
And now the naumachy begins.                           35

Close to the surface herself spins
Arachne., when her foe lets fly
A broadside of his breath too high,
That's overshot, the wisely stout
Advised maid doth tack about,                            40

And now her pitchy barque doth sweat,
Chaf d in her own black fury wet;
Lazy and cold before, she brings
New fires to her contracted stings,
And with discolour'd spumes doth blast               45

The herbs that to their centre haste.
Now to the neighboring henbane top
Arachne hath herself wound up,
And thence, from its dilated leaves,
By her own cordage downwards weaves,             50

And doth her town of foe attack,